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Your Last Hallucination 


Author's Notes: 
Many thanks to wonderful Signorina Ravelii for her great beta work. 


Roger is standing on the porch, relishing the sight of a vernally green grass covered with dew, along with the 
sounds of various birds. When he was a kid, he learnt to tell their voices one from the other - so now he 
knows he can hear a mallard and a crested hen. He often thinks that this return to the countryside a few 
weeks ago was like going back, not only to the childhood, but also to the happiness itself. 


Roger couldn't sleep last night (medicaments didn’t help a bit this time), but he doesn't seem affected by this. 
He's feeling so fresh and pervaded with the natural power of this beautiful morning, he doesn't even need a 
morning coffee. There's no need to think about anything at all either.. After a few more minutes of inhaling the 
subtle mixture of different flowers’ smells, he still doesn't feel sleepy. "Well, maybe just a bit..", he thinks 
lazily, gently squinting his eyes. Perhaps he should go back to bed for a little while after all - to the empty 
bed.. 


Suddenly, the lazy mist surrounding him bursts like a pinched bubble, when a previously suppressed thought 


penetrates his mind sharp as a razor blade, reminding him of the reasons for which he was so tensed during 


the last night. 


So yesterday Carolyn took the children to visit Roger's mother-in-law and they're going back tomorrow. It's 

not long enough for Roger to begin to really miss his wife, but still, he wishes she already was here. And not 
just because she means so much to him - although she certainly is a great friend and an intelligent, beautiful 
woman, He knows he's so lucky to have her and the children, thanks to them, he even occasionally manages to 


forget about.. 


David. Here's the reason for every single fucking issue. David is coming here today and they'll be touching up 
Comfortably Numb Because of all days possible Dave had to choose that one when Carolyn is away. 


As if it was a movie screened inside his head, Roger is aware of every little thing that's going to happen today. 
They're going to argue about every single note. It won't be a discussion, it will be a terrible fight, with hysteria 


on Roger's part and lots of small but terribly painful remarks from Dave every now and then. 


Then all of a sudden they’ re going to fuck like two animals. At first, Roger would try to resist - because he 
knows that after the potential sex, he will have no power left to refuse David anything. Somehow he's learnt 
that since he's with Carolyn - not that she knows the truth about his relationship with Dave of course, but 
she gave him some strength and a new view on his life, even though it's still not enough to actually change 


anything. 


Because in the end Roger will loose like he always does. Even if it's one of these rare days when he's 
successful in pushing through his own decisions, Dave will win him over in another way. It will be enough that 
he simply leaves the house, abandoning unsatisfied and ridiculously aroused Roger (becouse David's presence 
always gives him an erection, no matter how much pain and humiliation he has to put up with). At the door, he 
would pause to throw him the last, meaningful, what-could-I-do-to-you-if-you-weren't-such-a-stubborn- 
fucker look. And in the very moment Dave's car will be driving away from the forecourt, Roger will be already 
down on his knees, masturbating himself feverishly. He's going to moan not only from pleasure, but also this 
strange, entirely physical pain burning inside of him. And he's going to come in no longer than two fucking 
minutes, making an intermittent scream sounding like a certain name, while his semen will ornament the carpet. 


And the worst thing is that all the time he'll be sure as hell that somehow David knows. 
Trembling now, Roger opens his eyes and decides to return to the house to drink his morning coffee after all 


eR 


A few years later 


"Such a cliche", Rog thinks, climbing up the studio's steps. "But its true - time is the best tranquillizer ever 


invented." 


These days, he can hardly believe in his own past immaturity. In the vulnerability with which he used to allow 


himself to be destroyed. In this whole weakness that is long gone now and will never return Because he's 


become a different person. 


What was it that finally opened his eyes? First, moving into the country house again and rediscovery of a real 
peace after all this incredible Wall -connected chaos. Then - Carolyn's leaving (its been four months now since 
she left), followed by his own firm decision that he will make her go back whatever the cost may be. She's 
been his dearest friend for years, but she wasn't able to help him anymore since he didn't allow her to. Which 
wife would stand her husband returning home from work with red marks on wrists and forearms deeper and 
deeper? And he kept doing that, especially after the concerts - so she had every right to give their marriage 
up earlier, but she didn't. 


She'd been trying to fight for him, even when silence was his only answer to her every word. When he shut 
himself in his study, she would wait under the door for hours, talking to him through the wooden surface all 
the time. She wanted to talk him back to life and she failed, but it wasn't her fault. When they finished touring 
The Wall, she became aware that "this" had nothing to do with the show. Then the last thing she could do 
became repeating the same question over and over again: "Why are you doing this to us, Roger? Why?" And he 
was responding with silence again, hating himself for hurting her like this, but knowing it was impossible to 
confess her the truth. He didn't even have words to name what was between Dave and himself. He had never 
talked about it to anyone save for the interested party - and even with him, it was limited to Dave's 
occasional caustic remarks or rich promises if he was in a particularly good mood or hoped to achieve 


something. 


So under no condition could he tell Carolyn and he didn't blame her when finally she took the children away and 
left him alone. With time, he's got to be almost grateful for her decision, because thanks to it, the opportunity 
to get over his own personal hell finally arose. 


Not at once - in the beginning, it all seemed so horrible he couldn't believe there was anything more waiting 
for him past that point. He could just sit in an armchair, motionless and staring blankly into emptiness for 
hours, with a stubborn tear flowing from the corner of his eye from time to time. Out of the complete 
torpor of his imagination he could identify only misty shapes of a blade, and suddenly, the blade was there in 
his trembling hands.. And the remain of his reason tried to remind him that it had no sense - but he had to 
quiet it down, otherwise he would go crazy. Altogether with the strongest wave of nausea, it finally became 
silent, and then a cut came, the wonderful, cold cut of relief - only instead of touching the beneficial 
membrane of tranquillizers covering his mind and heart, he would cut through his own skin An ersatz to help 


him to survive another evening - because he never had the nerve to make any of the cuts the final one. 


He couldn't phone Dave, even though there was no Carolyn under his door anymore. It was so pathetic but he 
started anytime the telephone rang. Of course, it had to be him eventually - and the meds turned out to be 
utter shit when this critical juncture came and he needed to be at peace like never before. They failed Roger 
just like anything and anyone else - through the frantic pounding of his own heart he could hardly hear his 
bandmate’ s words. Well, not that there was much to be heard anyway - how you've been doing, | guess it's 


time for us to think of a new album, any ideas, oh and how's Carolyn? 


"She's gone", saying this aloud, and to Dave of all people, finally made Roger understand the reality of his 


situation. It was as if someone hit him on the head with full force - he felt switched off for a while, and then 
everything became so clear and vivid and real. He interrupted David in the middle of his contrived condolences, 
calmly informing his bandmate that the new songs would be ready in five weeks. And then he hang up. 


He locked himself in his own house to spend hours and hours writing, reading, pulling himself together. For 
Carolyn, someone he couldn't afford to loose. He was calm again, but not in the unhealthy way anymore, even 
though he was still taking some dosage of the meds. No, the new state of his mind was his source of strength, 
of the power he needed to get his wife and children back - and work was his warrantor of retaining this 
mental balance. He'd never felt so connected to his own lyrics before, even when he was writing The Wall. He 
committed all of his frustrations to paper- of course, some of them had to take veiled form, but still, it was 
helping him a great deal. Writing about his neverending longing for his father, the fucked-up situation in the 
world, and about what he'd never dared to name and what was making his love for Carolyn unfulfilled even 
after six years of marriage - it was all in the lyrics, the best he'd ever written. He didn't see Dave even once 
during that period - he couldn't allow the guitarist to affect his work this time, he wanted to show him the 
finished product. 


And that was what he was just about to do now. They arranged a meeting in the studio, and Roger was sure 
to make it very clear he wanted Nick and Andy to also attend it. He can feel he is cured now, he hasn't cut 


himself even once for the past five weeks, but still - he doesn't feel like taking any chances yet. 


With an utter confidence, he pushes the familiar doors open, and then momentarily freezes when he notices 
David standing alone in the middle of a room. Ignoring the guitarists extended hand, he asks him through 
clenched teeth where the hell are the others. Somehow the response doesn't surprise him, it only adds to his 


growing annoyance. 


"They couldn't make it today.. I'm sorry, Rog, | would have informed you beforehand, if | hadn't found out today 
myself. | guess that since we're here, we can look through the material anyway - we both know that those 


two don't really matter, dont we..?" 


Is Dave trying to make his voice seductive? Well, if he is, its a pity and a waste of time, because save for the 
irritation, there are absolutely no feelings left in Roger. 


"If you say so.. Let's sit down then and make it short" 
"Look." David nervously puts his hands in his pockets, looking noticeably uncomfortable. Serves him right. "| 
don't mean to apologize because believe it or not, the past few months were just as hard for me as they 


were for you. You're not the only one who's been experiencing marital problems lately.” 


"Your problems," Roger interrupts him with a secret glee, "are none of my concern. I'm not in a need of your 


apologies either - in fact, I'm sick of every single non-professional aspect of our relationship. So can we just.” 


"Right, right," David raises his hands in a defensive gesture. "We're not going to discuss anything despite the 
strictly ‘professional! matters, as you put it, | swear. Just let me finish my thought, okay? Since it's been a 


rather shitty time for me, too, | wanted to ask you for one little favor. Let's get the fuck out of here. I'd love 
To discuss your new ideas in some more pleasant surroundings - why don't we just go to your country 
house?" And when Roger remains silent, he tentatively adds: "Please?" 


Roger knows he probably should refuse, that bringing Dave to his house can evoke But oh hell, they only did it 
there once, and by the way, Roger is past all this, right? It would do him no good, acting as if he still had 
some weak points while he definitely doesn't anymore. 


Trying not to show any sign of his earlier hesitation, Roger nods. 


XE% 

They're sitting in a salon in two identical, comfortable armchairs facing each other. David has already been 
looking through the material Roger gave to him for twenty minutes and despite his faith in his own work, the 
bassist can't help feeling a little anxious. He's never shown The Final Cut to anyone before, so its probably 


normal to be slightly unsure about the first verdict. Especially considering from whom it's going to come.. 


He's doing his best not looking at Dave's face - he's not afraid of pain nor the possible sexual tension that 
might appear, of course not - he just wants to prove himself again he's overcome all this utterly, eyeing his 
own salon as if he's never seen the place. Next ten minutes pass and finally, Dave reaches the bottom of the 
last page. With a blank expression, he puts the material down on a table. 


"Well." he says thoughtful, combing through his hair with his fingers. "That was.. intense. Oh, it definitely was. 
Of course, some alterations will be in order, but I'm sure we can work this out so that to satisfy both of us - 


| mean, for instance, the strong pacifist message: come on, don't you think its a bit childish..?" 


"David," the smile on Roger's face is Cheshire-cat's style, or at least he hopes it is. "l believe there was some 
misunderstanding. This is my album. There will be no discussion and there will be no alterations. If you don't 
accept the material as it is, I'm going to publish it under my own name. | don't need the fucking Pink Floyd 
anymore. | don't need you. Agree on everything | wrote or piss the fuck off" Roger stands up now. "And this is 


all I've got to tell you. Should you make up your mind, call me, and now, if you will, | have to." 


As David he gets up from his sit, the forced polite smile finally disappears from his face replaced by far more 
sincere anger. He's actually more furious than Roger's ever seen him - his hands are shaking slightly and his 
nostrils are fluttering, and Roger is proud to notice all these details despite the blood pounding loudly in his own 


ears. 


"What is your game, Rog?" Dave is coming closer and closer as he speaks, but Roger remains unmoved. "I have 
not a fucking idea what you are playing at, but I'm fed up. It's not even funny anymore, and | wasn't joking 
when | told you about my problems with Ginger. So stop fucking with me because you should have already 
known that your kicking and squealing don't impress me. Well, unless you decide to assume a more friendly 


tone.." 


He attempts to touch Roger's hair and the bassist moves away - slightly, but resolutely. "No, Dave." 


For a brief while, David really looks like an idiot, with his hand hang in the air and mouth slightly agape, before 


he regains his composure and firmly asks: "What do you mean: ‘no'?" 


"I am not going to let you touch me again. Ever. I've lost everything because of you and now l'm going to get it 
all back - starting with my self-respect." 


An ironic, cold smile begins to creep over David's lips, twisting them in a very unpleasant manner. Roger has 
never felt so disgusted with his bandmate’ s proximity before - and aside from all the tension, the feeling 


makes him even more proud. 


‘I'd say it's a poor joke, if | didn't | know so well you that you have no sense of humour. So listen to me, for 
once in your miserable life. You probably know this deep inside, but it's time to say it aloud: Carolyn won't go 
back to you. Even if she wanted to, you cannot allow her because you've already fucked up her life enough. 
And you'd screw it up even more because you're still addicted to me all the same. We also both know how 
stressful recording.. Okay, let's stick to this hysterical name.. Recording and then touring The Final Cut is going 
to be. You can't go through this on your own. And since as I've said you have no right to drag Carolyn down 


there with you, you're going to need me - so shut the fuck up already and come here." 
A hand is laid on his arm and with continuously blank expression, Roger shakes it off. 


"Don't you dare touch me, | said. And don't you dare tell me what | need or what | want. It's over David, your 


days of power over me are over, can't you see this?" 


"No, they're not", with a low growl, David vigorously pulls Roger to himself and taking him by surprise this 
time, he succeeds for a while - until he attempts to push the bassist's lips open with his tongue because then 
he meets firm resistance. 


"Let. the fuck.. go of me!" 


Dave hesitates briefly, which allows struggling Roger to free himself from his embrace. Then they stay there 
for a while, parted, both panting heavily, when suddenly, something deep down Dave's eyes makes Roger take a 
shaky step back. Two steps.. Until he's leaning against the plush material of a sofa and there's no way out. And 
David's repeated his movements and now he's standing in front of Roger with the ugliest smile bassist has 
ever seen In this moment, Roger realizes there's no use trying to talk to him civil - he needs to reach his 
bedroom telephone as soon as possible and call anyone, the police, an ambulance, and then pray that it won't 
leak to the Rolling Stone. Yes, David's always tended to be ruthless and resolute , but now it seems he's just 
gone slightly mad. 


Or even not so slightly. 
In one, swift movement, Roger jumps over the sofa's rest, and without wasting any time to regain vertical 


posture, he's running for his life on his hands and knees to the bedroom, hearing David's footsteps behind him. 
He rushes out into the corridor, reaches the bedroom, enters it and with shaking hands, he locks the door 


behind himself. 


Then he's crawling across the floor towards the telephone, but it's too late - before he can grab it, the 
sounds of steps echo in the corridor, and then with one kick, David forces the door open. He immediately judges 
the situation, reaches the phone in one long jump and yanks the wire out of the machine. Then he grabs Roger 
by his wrists and forces him up and onto his knees, positioning himself the very same way until they're facing 
one another. Then he's kissing the bassist's mouth again, paying no attention to his desperate struggle. When 
Roger attempts to bite his lips though, Dave reacts immediately, breaking the kiss and slapping him hard 
across the face. Roger almost falls back on the floor, but David holds him and without any hesitation, begins to 


kiss his neck, biting and leaving hickeys everywhere on its long pale column. 


Roger is trembling with fear and hate now, already aware that he's lost this battle - David is stronger than 
he and there's one way to not lose the war. He has to remain unmoved and struggling in turns during 
everything the guitarist is going to. Turning this into a real rape is the only means of retaining his so recently 
found dignity. Any pleasure he might get out of it will be a submission, and Roger is not going to ever submit 
again - so he's whimpering and trying to wriggle. 


When David's done kissing, he turns Roger away, pushing him towards and up the bed so that in the end the 
bassist is kneeling on it, leaning his upper body against a post. Roger focuses his thoughts on Carolyn. He thinks 
that what's happening now can be a form of penance for all the suffering he's caused her - even if he never 
confesses this to her, and he probably won't, it will be much easier to make her go back, feeling as if he was 
worth her again. While he's trying to concentrate on these thoughts, he can't help noticing that his shirt has 
been undone and brutally taken off his body, and now slender fingers are gliding over his torso, squeezing the 
flesh and pinching his ripples, while hungry teeth bite the soft spot right under his nape. It causes Roger to 


whimper again and he so much wants to believe it was from pain only. 


"You're enjoying this, aren't you?" The satisfied whisper in his right ear is obnoxious. "I give you the 
justification you need so much... the perfect alibi.. but | have to disappoint you, Roger. This won't be quite like 
our previous ‘lovemaking’. This." Roger suddenly screams, feeling fingernails dig hard into his skin. ".. is 


supposed to teach you a lesson" 


Just then his trousers are unzipped and down right to his knees. David doesn't bother with removing his 
underwear properly, tearing it off in two strong movements. Then Roger closes his eyes as he hears sounds 
behind him similar to those he's just heard. It's okay. It will be okay. The pain can't be that bad - they've done 
it without any lubricant once, it was their first time - only the problem is that's not exactly the pain that 
Roger is most afraid of. No, there's something worse that may happen. 


Before he has time to think anything else, there's a new sensation - a cold touch of metal on his wrists, within 
a second, Roger is handcuffed to his bedpost. Handcuffs? Oh Christ, so David's been planning this all along, of 
course with a slightly different scenario, but still.. Roger acted like a fucking ingenue, didn't he? He.. 

There are David's slim hands on his hips and without any warning, the guitarist bends him over and enters 


him. 


Okay, it hurts; it actually hurts like hell, but Roger is sure he can stand this. If that's the price he has to pay 
for.. 


For a few seconds David's just stayed inside him, panting heavily and pressing his full lips to the bassist's arm. 


Then he suddenly withdraws and thrusts into him with all his might. Hitting the target that is Roger's prostate. 


Roger can hear his own scream combined with jingling of the handcuffs as he's trying to free his hands - and 
not to push David away either, oh God no. All he wants now is to be able to touch his own cock, to come and 
to end this torture for good. He hears cold laughter behind himself - of course, Dave is well-aware what's 
going on - and then the feeling of being empty again, and.. 


"Oh Christ.. Oh, please, David.. It hurts, you feel so.. Please..." 


Roger's head is suddenly half-turned back and then he and David share the wettest, the most violent kiss any 
of them has ever participated in. Their tongues touch before their lips do, hungry and lustful, and next, there's 
nothing but one mix of teeth and saliva, and Roger can taste blood, not sure, David's or his own, but it really 


doesn't matter, for Dave is fucking him again now, hard, in a discontinuous and feverish rhythm. 


If he freed him, Roger would make himself come first and then he would suck David off just to kill him 
afterwards. He's never hated anyone like this in his whole life, he's never felt he could actually physically, 
permanently hurt another human being, and the sensation of being fucked by this man, of receiving pleasure 
and pain he's never experienced before, merged with this horrible, delusive feeling of belonging, constantly 


brought up to him by the cold metal on his hands.. 


All he can do is receive, listening to David's own moans, surrendering to him.. "Slavishly," he thinks, and this one 
words is enough to bring him off. Feeling as if he was emptying his heart instead of balls, Roger comes, crying 
the last tears he's ever going to shed because of Dave. In this very moment, he can hear his own name, and 
David fills him with his own essence - simultaneous orgasm, as if Roger needed one more thing to complete his 
humiliation. It's done, then. 


After a few moments, he can feel being unchained; then he falls on the bed and loses consciousness. 


When he wakes up a few minutes later, there is no sign of Dave around anywhere, save for the profuse 
amount of mixed semen decorating the sheets. Yes, it's done now, Roger thinks, propping himself up on his 
elbow, pulling out a drawer from the night table and lazily scanning it. He will never speak to David Gilmour 
again. They will talk through lawyers from now on. If David wants credit on The Final Cut, he will have to 
submit to Roger's every decision If David has objections, Roger will threaten to destroy the material. IF David 
wants to fuck him, he will have to break inside his house and rape him again. Neither sex nor anything else can 
affect him anymore - yes, he's lost with his human nature once again, surrendering to his own desire, but in 


no way can it affect his life anymore. He was punished enough and now he's going to live. 


Finally, he finds inside the drawer what he's been looking for. Here it is, his favourite blade. He holds it in his 
hands and suddenly they begin to tremble. He wants to think of Carolyn so badly, but he's feeling overwhelmed. 


David again - no coherent thoughts, just millions of impressions exploding at once, like fucking fireworks inside 
his head. No meds can help him now, nobody can, he has to help himself first. Make your choice, Roger. 


The blade feels wonderfully cold against his forearm's skin, like a refreshing drink on hot holiday. Just this once. 
The final cut, and then he will start everything over again 


